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OFFICIAL  LEAGUE 
Conforms  with  all  official 
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List  $1.85 

MAJOR  LEAGUE 
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used  and  adopted  by 
many  leagues 

$1.00 

List  $1.50 

Others  as  low  as  25c 
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FOR  TEAMS 
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All  Lettered 
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the  Big  Leagues  use 


TENNIS 

BANCROFT  DUNLOP  KENT 
MAGNAN  CORTLAND 

NEW  1938  MODELS 
Strung  with  Gut  or  Silk 


STRINGING  DONE  HERE 

Have  your  raquet  restrung  by  an  expert 
Why  take  chances? 

We  use  the  best  gut  and  silk  obtainable 
SHORTS  SNEAKERS  SLACKS 
TILDEN  SWEATERS  VISORS 


TRACK 

SHOES 

PANTS 

SUPPORTERS 

SHIRTS 

SWEAT  OUTFITS 
SWEATERS 
SOX 

Priced  so  low  as  to  allow  you  a 
substantial  saving 
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l&xmtmmt  i^arry  ®.  ffinrltr 

Instructor  in  the  Drum  and  Bugle  Corps 
of  this  school  for  the  past  nineteen  years, 
died  on  Friday  (Good  Friday),  April  15th 
at  the  Soldiers  Home  Hospital,  Chelsea, 
Mass. 

Lieutenant  Roche  was  an  actor  and  mu- 
sician most  of  his  life;  while  playing  at 
the  Keith  Theatre  in  Springfield,  Mass., 
June  16,  1916,  he  heard  the  call  of  Presi- 
dent Wilson  for  volunteers  to  the  various 
regiments  that  had  been  ordered  to  the 
Mexican  border.  He  left  the  stage  and 
enlisted  as  a bandsman  in  the  Second 
Massachusetts  Infantry.  He  was  pro- 
moted to  band  leader  and  reorganized  the 
band  with  such  success  that  it  was  known 
as  the  finest  band  in  the  many  regiments  in 
the  vicinity  of  Columbus,  New  Mexico. 

He  sailed  for  France  the  following  year 
with  the  104th  U.  S.  Infantry  of  the  26th 
Division,  participated  in  a number  of  en- 
gagements, and  was  decorated  by  the 
French  Governor  with  Croix  de  Guerre 
and  palm  for  meritorious  service  at  the 
battle  of  Appremont,  April  28,  1918. 

He  was  an  accomplished  musician  and 
from  the  time  he  entered  the  Boston 
School  System,  the  Drum  and  Bugle 
Corps  showed  a vast  improvement.  In  the 
passing  of  Lieutenant  Roche  this  school 
has  suffered  a great  loss  and  we  mourn 
with  those  he  left  behind. 


( The  previous  issue,  although  it  was 
dedicated  to  the  memory  of  Lieutenant 
Roche,  was  already  on  the  press  when  the 
above  was  sent  to  us  by  Colonel  Penney. ) 
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JUST  BE  FAIR 

In  this,  the  last  issue,  we  wish  to  get  something  “off  our  chest.”  Whenever  the 
Register  is  mentioned  in  the  school,  we  hear  its  name  greeted  with  simulated  hisses, 
and  other  indications  of  disgust.  Those  who  dislike  the  Register  often  do  so  because 
they  want  stories  of  a less  intellectual  nature  or  rip-snorting  sports  or  adventure 
stories.  Others  base  their  attitude  on  the  way  the  magazine  is  run.  If  you  enjoy 
stories  of  a particular  type,  you  should  attempt  to  produce  them  yourself  and 
submit  them.  So  few  fellows  attempt  to  write  for  our  paper  that  our  editors  must 
fill  staff  positions  with  their  friends.  It’s  not  up  to  us  to  see  that  you  like  your 
school  paper.  It’s  up  to  you.  For  those  who  fail  to  see  the  point  of  this  editorial  or 
who  think  that  the  Register  is  just  an  inferior  magazine,  we  have  this  suggestion.  In 
Mr.  Marson’s  home  room  there  are  at  least  twenty  different  school  publications. 
Look  these  over.  You  will  have  to  agree  that  the  Register  is  superior  to  all  but  one, 
and  as  good  as  the  lone  exception.  Look  them  over  and  see  for  yourself. 

A.  M.S.  ’38 


IN  PARTING 

It  has  long  been  customary  for  each  editor  of  the  Register  to  write  something 
in  the  nature  of  a “farewell  address.”  Not  long  ago,  we  dreaded  the  coming  of  the 
end  ; we  fancied  it  necessary  to  plunge  into  a hypocrisy,  to  write  with  the  well-known 
“alligator  tears.”  But  now  it  is  very  much  different.  There  is  none  of  the  antici- 
pated joy  in  bidding  farewell ; on  the  contrary,  we  feel  as  if  we  are  leaving  an  old 
and  well-loved  friend.  Indeed,  we  are. 

As  for  the  minor  troubles  which  we  may  have  had,  they  are  gone  and  forgotten. 
We  remember,  though,  to  the  smallest  detail  the  many  happy  incidents.  Truly,  in 
some  rebellious  and  illogical  corner  of  our  mind  is  a half-formed  wish  that  we  had 
repeated  a year  or  two.  We  even  envy,  rather  than  pity,  those  who  have  undergone 
what  may  appear  to  be  a misfortune. 

Nor  are  we  growing  maudlin  when  we  say  that  we  leave  friends  whom  we  may 
never  see  again.  Among  both  faculty  and  student  body  are  companions  whose  like 
we  shall  not  often  find,  and  we  certainly  shall  not  find  better  men.  We  apply  the 
word  “men”  to  both  groups ; no  longer  are  we  mere  boys,  for  we  have  been  fully 
prepared,  in  all  but  experience,  to  enter  a world  far  harsher  than  the  one  we  have 
known. 

Some  of  us  leave  others  to  carry  on  our  work.  We  may  fear  that  they  will  do 
worse,  but  we  think  that  they  will  do  as  well  and  we  hope  that  they  will  do  better. 
Take,  for  example,  the  Register.  We  have  been  told,  more  than  once,  that  the  fifty- 
seventh  volume  has  been  better  than  any  during  the  last  three  or  four  years.  We 
take  this  flattery  with  a grain  of  salt ; but  if  the  Register  has  been  as  good  as  those 
previous  (and  we  feel  that  this  is  true),  much  credit  should  go  to  the  writers  of  the 
various  departments  which  have  been  revived,  as  well  as  to  the  student  body  which 
has  contributed  literature  of  a notably  high  quality. 

We  hope  that  next  year’s  Staff  will  have  the  same  success  as  to  quality,  and 
even  more  as  to  quantity.  At  any  rate,  precautions  are  being  taken  in  the  prepara- 
tion of  the  next  Staff  so  that  it  will  know  just  what  to  do,  how  to  do  it,  and  when. 

So  be  it.  This  is  farewell ! 


'<■  tyC  (jJtwOAl 
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FOWLER’S  FOWLS 


Yes,  you  can  laugh.  You  have  never 
known  the  agony  of  an  unanswered  ui  ge 
to  dissect  something.  When  the  limit  of 
your  available  material  is  a slimy  frog  or 
an  inoffensive  chipmunk,  while  the  proud- 
est gobbler  in  the  state  favors  you  with 
its  beady  stare  and  the  house  cat  struts 
about  with  all  its  feline  majesty,  then  the 
true  biologist  loses  all  interest  in  life. 
Such  was  Seth  Fowler’s  predicament, 
but  his  hunger  for  specimens  of  the 
rooster  clan  was  soon  to  be  satiated. 

Seth’s  surroundings  were  such  that 
tourists  stood  in  awe  at  the  sight  of  Na- 
ture’s handiwork.  The  special  beauty  of 
country ; flowing  acres  of  yellow  corn, 
bordered  deep  green  groves  of  pine;  an 
occasional  hemlock  standing  lonely  sentry 
duty  amid  the  close-cropped  grass  of 
grazing  lands  is  a rare  sight  in  rocky  and 
topographically  erratic  New  Hampshire. 
Mrs.  Fowler’s  tourist  shop  spared  Seth 
the  irksome  labor  of  extensive  farming, 
an  inconvenience  forced  upon  many  of 
his  neighbors. 

Well,  Seth  had  settled  himself  in  the 
cool  shade  of  one  of  the  venerable  maples 
which  border  both  sides  of  the  highway. 
With  a correspondence  school  pamphlet 
propped  up  on  his  knobby  knees,  he  was 
intent  upon  dissecting  a small,  green  frog 
according  to  instructions  offered  in  the 
biology  course.  Whatever  the  purpose  of 
such  (in  Mrs.  Fowler’s  opinion)  inane 
and  asinine  procedure,  it  served  to  bring 
upon  him  the  immediate  wrath  of  his 
mild-mannered  spouse.  Mr.  Fowler  had 
become  so  engrossed  in  his  scientific  re- 
search that  he  did  not  observe  his  wife’s 
pet  fowls  out  upon  the  travelled  highway. 

The  solemn  stillness  was  suddenly 
broken  by  the  deep-throated  roar  of  a 


rapidly  approaching  automobile.  I he 
droning  noise  filtered  through  Fowler’s 
straw  hat,  heat  a path  through  the  jungle 
of  graying  hair,  and  seeped  into  his  skull. 
Reluctantly  Seth  raised  his  head  and 
peered  at  the  oncoming  sedan.  Suddenly 
he  shot  a disconcerted  glance  at  his  wife’s 
migrating  flock.  Too  late  he  raised  a 
warning  cry,  for  several  of  the  hens 
would  cluck  no  more.  The  strangers, 
marveling  at  the  beautiful  scenery,  felt 
no  compunction  for  what  they  considered 
a few  pheasants,  and  disappeared  in  the 
distance. 

A true  biologist  at  heart,  Seth  hurried 
to  save  what  entrails  he  could.  This  was 
the  golden  hour.  Lydia,  his  wife,  rushed 
out  and  surveyed  the  massacre  with  flash- 
ing eyes.  Shaking  her  fist  at  the  disap- 
pearing stranger,  she  directed  the  full 
venom  of  her  anger  upon  Seth.  With  a 
long  and  bony  forefinger  she  pointed  to- 
ward the  house.  “Call  the  sheriff!’’  she 
sputtered.  “We’ll  be  paid  for  every  one 
of  those  chickens  killed,  or  the  sheriff 
will  be  out  of  a job  next  year.” 

“Aw,”  expostulated  Seth,  “those 
strangers  have  done  me  a favor.  I’ve 
been  after  you  for  two  years  to  let  me 
take  one  of  your  hens  apart.  Gosh,  I 
can’t  learn  from  frogs  and  squirrels 
alone.”  His  wife  came  toward  him  with 
a broom,  and  then  all  courage  left  him. 

Seth  manipulated  the  telephone  and 
cocked  his  ear.  The  high-pitched  voice  of 
the  sheriff  tweaked  with  excitement. 
“Caught  some  murderers,  I have,”  shout- 
ed the  sheriff.  “Pea-green  car  all  smear- 
ed with  blood  in  front.” 

“Sure,  sheriff.  Those  detective  books 
again,  eh?”  Then  the  constable’s  state- 
ment took  effect.  “Did  you  say  pea- 
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green  ?”  gurgled  Seth.  “Why,  that  car 
ran  over  my  hens.  I was  just  going  to 
call  you.” 

“A  crowd  down  here  wants  to  lynch 
’em  !”  the  sheriff  howled. 

“What!  For  killing  my  hens?”  in- 
quired Seth,  incredulously. 

“They’re  murderers,  I tell  you,”  cried 
the  officer,  hysterically. 

“I  tell  you  they  only  killed  my  chick- 
ens. Who  are  they,  anyway?” 

“This  will  make  you  laugh.  Seth,”  said 
the  sheriff,  without  a trace  of  humor. 


“The  critter  says  he’s  president  of  XYZ 
Correspondence  School,  and  he’s  taking 
the  faculty  for  a ride.” 

“Why,  XYZ  is  my  Alma  Mater, 
sheriff ! Let  him  go  before  Lydia  gets 
her  hands  on  him.  Tell  him  one  of  his 
students  is  deeply  grateful  to  him.  Tell 
him  I’ll  send  him  a complete  report  on  the 
dissection  of  a fowl.” 

He  hung  up  the  receiver  and  mumbled, 
“That’s  a correspondence  school  with  real 
service.” 

A.  Nagel,  ’38 


THINGS  TO  COME 


Very  often  we  have  been  confronted 
with  Sixth  Classmen  looking  like  recruits 
from  a day  nursery.  Yesterday  we  wrere 
accosted  by  a young  lad  attired  in  green 
diapers,  supported  by  pink  suspenders, 
who  asked  us  to  make  mud  pies  with  him. 
We  were  sorely  troubled  by  thfs  sugges- 
tion and  took  our  problem  to  twro  mathe- 
matical members  of  our  Senior  Class 
Kruklin  and  Balaban.  These  two  analyti- 
cal geniuses  investigated  the  records,  and, 
with  the  aid  of  Mr.  Shea’s  slide  rule  they 
compiled  a series  of  statistics.  These 
they  recited  to  me,  and  under  the  spell  of 
their  magic  words,  I was  transported  ; and 
time  marched  ahead,  thus  : 

Scene  : It  is  the  year  1938.  We  are  in 
a typical  B.  L.  S.  classroom;  at  its  head 
sits  a genial  gentleman,  whose  cheery 
smile  marks  him  as  a Latin  School  teach- 
er. On  the  blackboard  are  the  words : 
Class  I,  Room  306.  As  we  look  around, 
we  see  that  the  chairs  and  desks  of  this 
classroom  are  not  there ; instead  there  are 
orderly  rows  of  wicker  baskets,  covered 
with  pink  blankets. 

Suddenly  the  hell  rings. 

Bell:  Ding!  Dong!  ( and  all  the  other 
stuff  that  bells  say.) 

Master:  How  many  times  must  I tell 


you  to  keep  quiet,  Hayes? 

A blanket  embroidered  with  white  rab- 
bits quivers,  a head  is  thrust  forth;  in  the 
eye  we  recognise  the  look  of  a Latin 
School  Senior. 

Hayes  : Ga  Ga  ! 

We  realise  that  this  “Ga,  Gcd’  repre- 
sents just  the  sort  of  witty  remark  that  a 
Latin  School  Senior  would  have  made. 
It  is  evident  that  these  students  possess 
the  keen  faculties  that  have  made  our 
school  famous.  It  is  unimportant  that 
they  are  too  young  to  talk. 

Master : Hayes  take  a mark. 

Hayes  stands  up.  He  falls  because  he 
is  too  young  to  walk.  In  the  brief  interval 
we  notice  his  manly  glance,  his  perfect 
physique.  Hayes  is  a true  Latin  School 
boy. 

Hayes:  Brrmmp-fsk  ( lifts  foot  to 

nose,  wiggles  toes).  Suddenly  he  reaches 
into  the  depths  of  his  basket.  We  fear  he 
is  drawing  a gun!  He  raises  an  object 
and  hurls  it.  It  is  a milk  bottle.  It  will 
hit  us!  It  does!  We  are  knocked  un- 
conscious! 

As  we  sink  into  oblivion,  we  haul  out 
our  trusty  shotgun.  Krucklin  and  Bala- 
ban will  compile  no  more  statistics. 

Allen  M.  Seller,  ’38 
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THE  MAD  SCIENTIST  AGAIN 


Well,  gentlemen,  for  two  years  I have 
left  the  struggling  student  to  his  own  re- 
sources, hoping  that  my  previous  aids 
would  tide  him  over.  “Heaven  helps 
those  who  help  themselves,”  you  know.  I 
admit  it:  my  talent  (ahem)  has  now 
turned  to — public  welfare  ! 

First  of  all,  I will  expound  my  latest 
pedestrian  safety  feature  — grasshopper 
legs  for  non-motorists.  This  contrivance 
consists  of  a box  containing  two  powerful 
springs,  and  is  strapped  onto  the  back. 
Attached  to  it  is  a pair  of  long  metal  rods, 
with  flat  plates  on  the  lower  ends.  Before 
going  out,  the  springs  are  wound  up  by 
means  of  a large  crank.  When  the  pedes- 
trian is  threatened  with  injury  by  an  auto- 
mobile, he  presses  a button,  the  artificial 
legs  hurl  him  about  fifty  feet  in  the  air, 
and  absorb  the  jar  of  landing,  the  shock 
at  the  same  time  automatically  winding 
up  the  springs.  Moreover,  the  grass- 
hopper legs  are  a protection  against  foot- 
pads. If  you  know  that  you  are  being 
followed,  merely  stop  suddenly,  flip  the 
legs  up  behind  you,  and  let  fly.  If  you 
hear  a sound  like  that  of  a wet  snowball 
hitting  a wall,  you  won’t  even  have  to  turn 
around.  But  first  be  very,  very  careful 
that  it  isn’t  a policeman,  or  a law-abiding 
citizen  following  you ! 

The  other  products  of  my  fertile  mind 
is  my  special  repellent,  in  four  varieties, 
for  resisting  high-pressure  salesmen.  The 
“adamantine  surfacing”  is  sold  in  a kit, 
and  is  used  as  follows : one  quart  of  heavy 
fish  glue  is  painted  thoroughly  over  every 
square  inch  of  the  body,  which  is  then 
sprayed  with  crushed  rock.  This  is  a 
foundation  for  an  inch-thick  layer  of  equal 
parts  of  gravel,  Portland  cement,  and  iron 
filings.  After  the  last  has  become  firm 
(not  hard),  roll  about  in  a bathtub  filled 
with  wire  nails,  needles,  and  carpet  tacks. 
Then,  hang  yourself  on  the  clothesline 


and  dry  up.  I must  confess,  however, 
that  I prefer  my  staples  on  toast,  spread 
with  nice,  thick  cup  grease.  Of  course, 
chopped  razor  blades  do  give  this  tasty 
dish  a sharper  flavor. 

My  super-super-super  sales  resistant 
surface  is  quite  simply  made,  in  only  a 
half  hour,  and  is  impossible  to  overcome 
without  an  acetylene  torch,  at  least.  The 
subject  reclines  in  an  oblong  mold,  into 
which  molten  cobalt  steel  is  poured,  thus 
casting  him  in  a solid  block  of  hard  metal. 
It  is  burglar-proof  when  chained  down, 
too. 

Here  is  another  salesman  repellent, 
which,  although  perhaps  not  as  popular  as 
the  others,  is  just  as  effective.  It  consists 
of  equal  parts  of  onion  juice,  garlic  oil, 
and  a solution  of  hydrogen  sulphide  in 
water.  This  is  sprayed  on  every  morning 
upon  arising,  and  is  guaranteed  to  protect 
against  anything.  In  fact,  nothing  will 
come  near  you  ! Even  if  a salesman  should, 
by  a superhuman  effort,  spur  himself  to 
within  ten  feet  of  you,  he  will  have  to  hold 
his  breath,  and  be  unable  to  speak. 

Last  of  all,  I will  set  forth  my  special 
camouflage  paint.  A paint-sprayer  is 
filled  with  a mixture  of  green,  orange,  yel- 
low, and  black  paints.  The  compound  is 
then  squirted  on  you  before  you  leave  the 
house.  Because  of  the  peculiarly  shaped 
holes  of  the  sprayer,  the  varicolored  paints 
fall  into  certain  designs,  exactly  like  those 
used  for  camouflage  during  the  World 
War,  and  equally  efficient.  Adorned  with 
it,  you  can  pass  within  a few  yards  of  the 
most  violent  high-pressure  salesman  liv- 
ing, and  he  will  not  be  aware  of  your  ex- 
istence. 

And  now  the  mad  scientist,  who  has 
long  hidden  his  mechanical  talent  for  the 
sake  of  his  life,  bids  you  a permanent 
goodbye. 


Ralph  W.  Alman,  ’38 
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A DAY  WITH  THE  AVERAGE  LATIN  SCHOOLBOY 


Eli  Murphy,  a typical  student, — punc- 
tuating each  step  with  a lengthy  yawn, 
dauntlessly  enters  the  fearful  interior  of 
B.  L.  S.  at  8 :59y2,  and  proceeds  intre- 
pidly to  his  home-room  where  he  is  forced 
to  make  a ten-yard  dash  to  reach  his  seat 
lest  the  relentless  9 :00  o’clock  bell  spell 
misery  for  him.  He  is  cheered  on  by  the 
early  birds  who  arrived  at  8:59:25. 

Our  friend  Murphy,  having  ensconced 
himself  comfortably  at  his  desk,  decides 
to  increase  the  congenial  atmosphere  of 
Period  One  with  a little  spit-balling. 
Having  drawn  a perfect  bead  on  Number 
Three,  Row  Six,  he  is  just  about  to  “let 
fly”  when  the  master  pounces  on  our  inno- 
cent victim  for  a recitation.  Eli  rises  from 
his  seat  minus  his  usual  alacrity  and  re- 
mains standing,  erubescence  coloring  his 
visage  to  the  very  roots  of  his  whiffle. 
The  master,  analyzing  these  symptoms, 
renders  his  diagnosis  in  the  form  of  a 
plum  next  the  name  of  Murphy,  E.  Our 
unprepared  hero  sinks  back  into  his  chair 
with  somewhat  the  same  feeling  a worm 
has  on  emerging  into  a bright  and  cheery 
world  only  to  be  crushed  back  into  its 
native  ooze  by  some  heedless  heel  (of  a 
shoe,  of  course).  The  spicy  sport  of  spit- 
balling seems  to  have  lost  all  of  its  zest  as 
a result  of  the  dampening  effect  of  the 
plum. 

Towards  the  middle  of  the  third  period, 
Eli  has  effected  complete  recuperation, 
and,  being  in  the  usual  high  spirits  which 
characterize  all  Boston  Latin  boys,  is 
busily  engaged  in  an  invigorating  match 
for  the  “tit-tat-toe”  championship  of 
Room  136.  However,  it  was  not  meant 
that  a pupil  of  our  esteemed  school  should 
flit  blissfully  about  hither  and  yon,  una- 
ware of  the  cares  that  come  with  each  day ; 
and  a returned  examination  paper  in 
which  friend  Murphy  failed  to  achieve  a 
passing  mark  proved  to  be  the  blow  that 


sent  him  hack  to  the  black  pit  of  despair. 
As  failing  marks  are  not  conducive  to 
deviltry,  our  hero  suffered  no  further 
mishaps  during  the  fourth  period. 

When  next  we  meet  Murphy  (who  is, 
by  the  way,  one  of  those  fellows  who  eats 
like  a bird ; i.e.,  a peck  at  a time),  we  find 
him  in  the  guise  of  a capitalist : he  has 
just  squandered  twenty-five  cents  on  lunch 
checks.  With  determined  countenance,  he 
forges  through  the  madding  crowd  to 
Counter  Three,  whereat  he  fortifies  him- 
self with  a sumptuous  meal.  After  vora- 
ciously and  somewhat  vociferously  de- 
vouring said  meal.  Eli  considers  himself 
equal  to  the  ordeal  of  the  two  remaining 
periods.  He  foolishly  entertains  the  be- 
lief that  any  future  misfortunes  will  be  as 
nothing  compared  with  those  he  had 
already  undergone. 

After  departing  from  the  lunch-room, 
Murphy  experiences  a strong  desire  for 
sweets  and  hies  himself  to  within  ten 
yards  of  the  candy  counter.  At  this  point, 
Eli’s  hying  is  brought  to  an  abrupt  halt, 
and  he  starts  to  creep  warily  along,  glanc- 
ing furtively  about,  lest  any  members  of 
“The  Candy  Spongers  Club”  perceive  his 
purpose  and  promptly  practice  on  him 
their  methods  of  obtaining  confectionery. 
As  luck  would  have  it,  no  adherents  of 
this  sinister  order  had  yet  arrived  on  the 
scene  to  ply  their  nefarious  trade,  and  Eli 
escapes  with  all  his  Holloway’s  “Duds  du 
Lait”  intact. 

After  wandering  aimlessly  about  the 
time-worn  corridors  of  B.  L.  S.  in  the 
company  of  two  contemporaneous  inmates 
to  whom  he  has  magnanimously  donated 
two  “Milk  Duds”  each,  our  supereroga- 
tory friend  is  summoned  back  to  the  hum- 
drum of  monotonous  routine  by  the  dulcet 
tremolo  of  the  fifth  period  bell. 

However,  in  Period  Five  we  find 
Murphy  in  his  own  element,  Tanner’s 
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“Composition  and  Rhetoric”  clutched  lov- 
ingly in  his  hands,  an  expression  of  bea- 
tific tranquillity  and  empyrean  enchant- 
ment hovering  about  his  physiognomy. 
He  breathes  ecstatically  as  he  visualizes 
forty-five  minutes  of  verbal  delight  in 
mellifluously  bandying  about  words  high 
above  those  classed  (with  typical  school- 
boy naivete)  in  the  50-cent  group.  Eli, 
after  warning  the  class  that  “booing”is  a 
foreign  institution,  is  allowed  to  deliver  a 
lexicographic  masterpiece  in  the  form  of 
an  oral  composition.  After  this  exhibition 
of  loquacity,  the  remainder  of  the  period 
is  spent  in  an  attempt  at  arousing  the  class 
from  the  soporific  stupor  induced  by  Eli’s 
verbiage.  At  the  ringing  of  the  closing 
bell,  a few,  not  yet  freed  from  the  arms 
of  Morpheus,  were  somnambulists  for  the 


rest  of  the  day.  Others  were  in  various 
obfuscated  and  nebulous  stages  of  per- 
plexity. 

Nothing  of  any  great  import  happened 
to  our  aesthetic  friend  in  the  last  period 
other  than  that  he  managed  to  garner  a 
few  misdemeanor  marks  for  inattention. 
However,  these  marks  had  no  effect  what- 
ever on  our  Eli,  as  he  had  not  yet  de- 
scended from  the  paradisiacal  realm 
whither  he  had  been  transported  in  the 
English  period. 

At  2 :30  :01  the  lengthy  portals  of  that 
ancient  edifice  of  knowledge,  Public 
Latin  School,  are  opened,  and  E.  Murphy, 
hurtled  out,  proceeds  to  run  in  all 
directions. 

T.  C.  Nelson,  ’39 


JOHNNY  LATIN  SPEAKS 


“Yeah,  and  I don’t  care.  Oh,  gee, 
maw,  can’t  you  leave  a feller  alone  ? It’s 
only  seven  o’clock.  I’ve  got  time.  All  I 
have  to  do  is  my  math  homelesson,  trans- 
late my  Latin,  and  write  my  English  book 
report.  Just  let  me  sleep  till  8:00”  . . . 
But  you  don’t  sleep  on,  because  mothers 
are  persistent.  And  so  up  you  are,  and 
off  you  go. 

On  the  street-car : “Quit  your  shoving ! 
I’ll  push  your  face  in.  Who  d’ya’  think 
you’re  pushin’?  Sure,  I come  from  Latin. 
What  ya  goin’  to  do  about  it?  I’d  like  to 
see  ya.  That’s  what  I said,  and  I mean  it. 
Say,  don’t  you  talk  like  that.”  And  Caesar 
serves  a purpose ! 

Bong,  bong!  The  bell  has  just  rung. 
“And  why  does  the  bell  always  have  to  be 
right  on  time,  I’d  like  to  know?”  You 
find  out  that  it’s  hard  to  beat  that  bell. 
“Oh,  sir,  but  I was  here  just  when  the 
bell  rang.  As  a matter  of  truth,  I was 
just  putting  my  books  away — I mean,  tak- 
ing them  out.  Well,  sir,  I wasn’t  exactly 
putti — I mean,  taking  them  out.  No,  I — 
Well,  not  exactly.”  Meek  and  dejected, 
you  go  to  the  desk  for  a late  slip. 


While  hurrying  to  your  next  period : 
“Teachers,  that’s  all  they  are,  just  plain 
teachers.  No  human  feelin’s  at  all,  no 
emotions,  just  like  rock ; all  they  do  is 
teach  and  teach.  Can’t  they  see  a fellow 
like  me  ain't  got  the  time  to  spend  at 
detention?  . .” 

“Oh  sir,  I wasn’t  running,  sir ; no,  sir, 
I’m  not  going  to  a fire.  Why,  is  there  one 
in  the  building?  But,  sirrrr,  ONE  mark? 
Oh-h  . . . Teachers,  that’s  what  they  are; 
just  teachers.” 

Latin,  that  period  with  Caesar  ...  “I 
hope  he  doesn’t  call  on  me ; I hope,  I hope, 
I hope!  . . . Yes,  Sir;  line  one  . . . All 
All  Caes — r— urn  Gaul  is  divided  into  five 
par — oh,  three  parts.  What  is  divisa  est ? 
It’s  the  adverb.  Oh,  I mean  the  verb. 
Yes,  Sir,  the  verb.  . . . Telling  me  I ought 
to  spend  more  time  on  my  homework;  at 
least,  look  at  it  . . 

Then  you,  Latin  School  Boy,  still  un- 
daunted, finish  the  school  day. 

And  towards  home  again  once  more : 
“Hey,  quit  your  shoving.  Whom  do  you 
think  you’re  pushing?  . . 

E.  IVedrozv,  ’41 
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THE  BRAIN  AND  FIFTEEN  THOUSAND 


The  office  in  which  the  man  was  sitting 
was  small  and  dingy;  even  at  mid-day, 
with  the  sun  shining  outside,  it  would  have 
been  just  as  dark  and  depressive.  Now,  at 
dusk,  a small  electric  light  bulb  was  shed- 
ding its  feeble  rays  on  the  man’s  head, 
buried  in  his  arms  amidst  the  welter  of 
strewn  papers  upon  the  desk.  The  melan- 
choly surroundings  did  nothing  to  im- 
prove Lester  Carew’s  thoughts,  which 
were  bitter,  bitter  indeed.  For  he  was  a 
failure,  and  he  knew  it.  It  was  nobody’s 
fault  but  his  own.  Of  course,  he  had 
worked  diligently,  and  was  inherently  a 
good  business  man,  but  one  needed  money. 
And  what  a fool  he  had  been,  to  begin 
without  capital ! When  things  had 
started  to  go  bad,  he  had  not  had  the  sense 
to  get  out  in  time.  And  now — now  there 
was  not  a thing  which  he  could  call  his 
own.  His  creditors,  apparently  unaware 
that  he  had  nothing,  had  promised  to  start 
bankruptcy  proceedings  in  three  days. 
His  mother  had  always  said  that  he  would 
be  outstanding.  Well,  he  would  be  the 
family’s  first  bankrupt ! The  situation 
was  worse,  he  reflected,  when  fifteen  thou- 
sand dollars  would  pay  all  his  debts ; but 
he  sank  into  despair.  Nowhere  in  the 
whole  world  did  he  have  a chance  of  se- 
curing money.  He  was  already  over  his 
head  in  debt,  and  there  was  not  the  slight- 
est chance  of  getting  another  loan.  Carew 
straightened  up  at  a knock  on  the  door, 
and  groaned  inwardly ; probably  someone 
after  the  two-month  rent  bill.  But  the 
man  who  entered  did  not  look  like  a col- 
lector. He  was  well-dressed,  tall,  and 
very  dark.  Nor  was  his  enthusiastic 
greeting  that  of  a bill-collector. 


“Les ! Where  have  you  been  keeping 
yourself  ?”  he  shouted. 

Carew  leaped  up.  “Wally ! Where 
have  you  been  all  my  life?  But  here — 
have  a seat — have  a seat.” 

He  sat  on  the  desk  while  the  visitor 
sank  into  the  chair  with  a weary  groan. 
“Me?  I’ve  been  down  in  South  America 
for  the  last  seven  years.  Up  here  on  busi- 
ness now.  Say,  I’ve  been  looking  high 
and  low  for  you  since  I came  in  last  week.” 

Carew  thought  that  his  friend  looked 
different,  somehow,  and  attributed  it  to  the 
effects  of  time.  “I  haven’t  heard  from  you 
since  you  inherited  your  uncle’s  plantation. 
What  have  you  been  doing?”  he  asked, 
anxious  to  get  away  from  his  own 
troubles.  And  the  two  talked  together  for 
a long  while. 

After  a little  time,  the  visitor  arose 
nervously  and  began  to  speak  in  a new 
tone,  one  of  reluctance.  “Er — Les — I 
heard  that  you  haven’t  been  doing  so  well.” 

Carew  gulped,  nodded.  “That’s  right,” 
he  said,  downcast. 

“Listen — how  much  would  it  take  to 
fix  you  up?” 

“Fifteen  thousand,”  answered  Lester 
hopelessly. 

The  other  man  snapped  his  fingers,  and 
his  face  brightened  up.  “Chicken-feed,” 
he  said,  “a  drop  in  the  bucket ! Look — 
I’m  a millionaire  in  my  own  right,  now — 
I really  looked  you  up  to  help  you  out,  for 
old  time’s  sake.  I’ll  lend  you  that  money !” 

Carew  was  thunder-struck  at  this  turn 
of  events.  “But,”  he  choked,  “what  se- 
curity can  I give  you  ? You  can’t  do  that ! 
I may  never  have  enough  to  pay  you  back.” 

Again  the  other  smiled.  “Whatever 
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you  have  is  security  enough  for  me.  Be- 
sides, I’ve  never  had  any  trouble  in  col- 
lecting my  debts.  I’ll  go  over  to  the  bank 
right  now  and  deposit  the  money  in  your 
name — have  my  broker  arrange  a trans- 
fer. Let’s  shake  on  it — sorry  I’ve  got  to 
leave  so  soon — I have  to  catch  a train. 
Anyway,  I’m  glad  to  help  you  out.  Pay 
me  back  any  time  you  can.” 

After  his  benefactor  had  gone,  Carew 
was  dazed.  When  he  finally  realized  the 
new  chance  life  had  given  him,  he  let  out 
a tremendous  whoop,  rushed  out  of  the 
office,  and  ran  all  the  way  to  his  dingy 
little  tenement.  “Lydia,”  he  shouted, 
“Wally  Trask  came  in  from  Brazil — he 
lent  me  enough  money  to  make  a fresh 
start.” 

His  wife  fainted. 

Carew  thought  it  was  the  shock.  He 
was  only  partly  right.  He  didn’t  know 
that  his  wife  had  known  Trask  a long 
time  previous,  nor  had  he  heard,  as  she 
had,  that  Trask  had  died  several  years 
before. 

*********=)=**=(: 

The  room  in  which  the  man  lay  was 
small  and  dark ; even  at  mid-day,  with  the 
sun  shining  outside,  it  would  have  been 
just  as  dark  and  depressive.  For,  you  see, 
it  was  a hospital  room,  with  its  shades 
drawn,  and  its  occupant  was  very  ill.  Now 
it  was  a little  before  dawn,  and  though  the 
night-nurse  dozed  at  the  foot  of  the  bed, 
the  man  upon  it,  notwithstanding  his  great 
weakness,  was  wide  awake  and  thinking, 
thinking  fast  and  hard.  He  was  a wealthy 
man  now,  was  Lester  Carew,  and  he  had 
a long,  full  life  to  look  back  on.  Contem- 
plating the  extent  of  his  business  now,  he 
could  scarcely  believe  that  he  had  once 
been  on  the  verge  of  failure.  He  had 
pulled  through  because  of  that  loan — that 
loan!  The  poor  fool  had  never  come  back 
to  claim  it,  and  now,  Carew  knew,  it  was 


too  late ; he  realized  that  he  was  dying. 
With  all  Wally’s  talk  of  “holding  securi- 
ty— .”  The  dying  man  started,  as,  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life,  the  true  understand- 
ing of  that  transaction  came  to  him,  and 
he  was  suddenly  bathed  in  the  cold  sweat 
of  deadly  fear.  He  struggled  to  sit  up, 
to  call  the  nurse,  but  ceased  as  he  sensed 
that  it  was  indeed  too  late — for  him. 
There  was  someone  beside  the  bed!  He 
turned  his  head,  and  discerned  three  dim 
forms  standing  beside  him.  One  of  them 
bent  over  him,  touched  him. 

“Come  on,  old  boy,”  the  figure  whis- 
pered, “you’re  strong  enough  to  get  up, 
with  a little  help.” 

Carew  found  that  this  was  quite  true. 
Assisted  by  the  intruder,  and  followed  by 
the  other  two,  he  made  his  way  to  the 
door.  The  night  nurse,  now  awake,  did 
not  seem  to  notice  them.  Going  through 
the  door,  Carew  did  not  look  back ; he  was 
afraid  of  what  he  would  see  on  the  bed. 

They  went  through  the  long  corridor, 
out  the  main  door,  and  around  the  back  of 
the  hospital  in  silence,  nor  did  anyone  give 
them  a glance.  But  when  they  walked  a 
little  way  down  a smooth,  open  road  that 
led  into  the  deep  woods,  one  of  the  three 
addressed  Carew:  “Ell  bet  that  you  didn’t 
think  I’d  come  back  for  that  loan,  did 
you?”  It  was  “Wally,”  the  Dark  Man. 
He  was  dressed  in  the  same  clothes,  and 
he  had  not  aged  in  any  way. 

“No,”  answered  Carew  tonelessly,  “I 
didn’t.”  But  the  fact  that  his  presence 
had  been  recognized  cheered  him  up  a bit. 
He  scrutinized  the  other  two  carefully. 
One,  the  one  who  had  helped  him  out  of 
bed,  had  a peculiarly  melancholy  expres- 
sion. His  face  was  long,  deeply  lined. 
He  was  wearing  a black  cloak,  and  carried 
a staff.  About  a quarter  of  a mile  down 
the  road,  he  stopped. 

“This  is  about  as  far  as  I can  go  with 
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you  boys.  You  know,”  he  added  apolo- 
getically, “I  have  a lot  of  business  to 
attend  to.”  He  turned  to  Carew.  “Tough 
luck,  son.  You  got  the  hard  end  of  a bar- 
gain.” With  these  words,  he  struck  off 
into  the  woods,  his  black  cloak  flapping 
on  the  bushes. 

“Who  was  that?”  asked  Carew. 

“That,”  said  the  Dark  Man,  “was 
Death.” 

There  was  a complete  silence  for  a 
while.  The  third  man,  Carew  noticed, 
was  dressed  in  ordinary  business  clothes. 
Outside  of  the  fact  that  he  wore  a long 
beard,  his  face  possessed  no  distinguish- 
ing features.  He  had  not  spoken  a word 
yet,  but  when  he  did  address  Carew,  his 
voice  seemed  strangely  soothing  and  sym- 
pathetic : 

“He  was  right.  You  did  come  out  on 
the  wrong  end  of  the  trade.” 

“Pay  no  attention  to  him,”  said  the 
Dark  Man,  “you’re  not  half  as  badly  off 
as  some  of  them.” 

“But,”  replied  the  third  companion, 
“you  took  advantage  of  him.  He  didn’t 
know  what  he  was  doing.” 

“Well,  that’s  his  own  fault.  He  wasn’t 
born  the  day  before.” 

“I’ll  grant  you  that.  But  here’s  my 
proposition : I'll  give  you  the  fifteen  thou- 
sand if  I can  take  him  along  with  me.  How 
about  it?” 

“Nope,”  answered  the  Dark  Man,  “He 
was  a bargain  at  fifteen,  and  I won’t  give 
him  up  now  at  any  price.” 

“All  right,  but  I think  you’ll  find  that 
he’ll  make  up  his  loss  sooner  or  later. 
Anyway,  here’s  where  I turn  off.”  He 
turned  to  Carew,  and  said,  “I  did  the  best 
I could  for  you.  If  you  use  your  brains, 
perhaps  we’ll  see  each  other  again  some 
time.  Au  revoir.”  He  waved  his  hand, 
and  walked  up  a steep,  pebbly  path  which 
they  had  been  approaching. 


Carew  and  the  Dark  Man  walked  the 
next  quarter  mile  in  silence,  until  the  road 
ended  abruptly  at  the  foot  of  a long,  high 
wall.  The  Dark  Man  walked  over  to  the 
left  and,  cupping  his  hands  to  his  mouth, 
shouted,  “Open  up,  my  merry  gentle- 
men—it’s  I.” 

A heavy  gate  swung  outward,  and  the 
two  walked  inside.  The  gate,  Carew  saw, 
was  propelled  by  a set  of  men  who  were 
far  from  merry,  nor,  with  their  low,  beet- 
ling brows,  did  they  look  very  much  like 
gentlemen.  The  Dark  Man  now  led  the 
way  into  an  old  wooden  building,  where 
he  was  enthusiastically  greeted  by  a man 
sitting  in  a small  office. 

“Hello,  boss !”  said  the  latter,  standing 
up.  “You’ve  no  idea  how  good  it  is  to 
see  you  back!  I’m  up  to  my  neck  in 
work— there  are  about  thirty  here,  and  I 
cant  decide  whether  to  put  them  to  work, 
or  whether  they’re  bad  enough  to  toast. 
And,  say — one  of  the  workers  down  at  the 
mine  grabbed  the  foreman  and  jumped 
into  the  river  with  him.” 

“That  so  ?”  replied  the  Dark  Man  casu- 
ally, “I’ve  got  just  the  man  to  replace 
him.  Al,  this  is  Lester  Carew.  Mr. 
Carew,  meet  Al  Bryant,  my  secretary. 
He’ll  show  you  your  new  duties,  while  I 
straighten  things  out  up  here.  Bring  him 
down  to  the  mines,  Al,  and  fix  him  up. 
See  you  later.” 

Carew  followed  Bryant  out  the  door, 
and  walked  with  him  for  a distance. 

“Your  job  isn’t  very  hard,”  said  Al, 
“but  there’s  quite  a bit  of  responsibility, 
and  things  to  watch  out  for.  You  have 
three  units  of  ten  men  each,  and  every  unit 
must  handle  a ton  of  coal  a day.  If  you 
can’t  get  that  output,  the  boss  doesn’t  like 
it — and  it’s  not  good  to  have  him  annoyed. 
The  men  will  do  whatever  you  tell  them 
to,  for  they  know  that  the  boss  is  behind 
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They  had  been  climbing  a steep  hill,  and 
now  reached  the  top.  Carew  saw  that  the 
hill  was  the  point  where  two  ridges  met  at 
right  angles  to  form  an  “L”.  The  one 
stretched  before  him  far  into  the  distance ; 
it  sloped  downward  in  a slight  incline,  and 
far  away,  at  its  foot,  fires  were  burning, 
and  giving  off  a dense  smoke.  There  was 
a long  wooden  chute  which  started  at  the 
hill  and  continued  to  the  very  bottom  of 
the  long  slope.  The  other  ridge,  on  the 
right,  sloped  upward  and  terminated  in  a 
high  mountain.  On  the  farther  side  of  the 
mountain  flowed  a crooked,  very  wide 
river ; on  the  left  of  the  longer  ridge  were 
acres  of  green  fields,  flanked  by  a for- 
midable forest. 

Bryant  saw  his  charge  gazing  toward 
the  bottom  of  the  long  ridge. 

“That’s  one  of  the  disagreeable  features 
of  the  place,”  he  said  apologetically,  “our 
coal  deposits  are  all  bituminous,  and  it 
gives  off  a good  deal  of  smoke.  The  river 
you  see  is  the  Styx ; the  mines  are  in  the 
other  side  of  the  mountain,  Pike’s  Peak. 
This  hill  is  called  ‘Bald  Knob’ ; the  place 
where  the  fires  are  is  Smoky  City.  Here 
is  what  you’re  to  do : have  your  boys  dig 
their  three  tons  a day,  transport  it  down 
the  ridge,  over  to  Bald  Knob,  and  dump  it 
down  the  chute.  The  amount  of  coal  will 
be  checked  at  the  bottom,  but  don’t  you  go 
down — the  fellows  are  bit  over-zealous 
and  may  make  things  hot  for  you.  Drive 
your  workers  as  little  as  possible ; other- 
wise, they’ll  try  to  make  trouble.  When 
you  walk  over  to  the  other  side,  you’ll  see 
a fellow  at  the  entrance  taking  temporary 
charge.  Tell  him  that  the  boss  sent  you, 
and  then  go  to  it.  So  long ! 

He  strode  down  the  hillside  toward  the 
main  building. 

Carew  had  been  in  charge  for  three 
days,  when  he  got  his  brainstorm.  Among 


his  workers  he  had  found  men  from  every 
walk  of  life,  from  laborers  to  “white- 
collar”  executives ; there  were  chemists, 
architects,  engineers,  technicians  — what 
could  not  be  done  with  such  talent  ? And 
here  it  was,  going  to  waste  in  a coal  mine  ! 
But,  as  was  said,  he  got  a brain-storm. 
Moreover,  be  determined  to  act  on  it.  So, 
when  the  night-shift  came  around,  he 
casually  sauntered  over  to  the  main  build- 
ing. Inside,  Bryant  seemed  very  hesitant 
about  letting  him  have  an  audience  with 
“the  Boss,”  but  finally  consented.  Yet, 
being  ushered  inside  a little  private  office, 
Carew  began  to  feel  nervous.  Was  he  not 
being  somewhat  presumptuous?  But  he 
could  not  retreat  now. 

“It’s  this  way,”  he  began ; “I’ve  been 
working  at  the  mines,  and  noticed  that 
things  in  general,  everywhere,  are  old- 
fashioned  and  need  improving.  I think 
that  if  you’ll  give  me  six  weeks,  and  send 
all  the  newcomers  to  me,  1 could  put  them 
to  work  and  install  all  sorts  of  modern 
improvements.  A skeleton  crew  could  be 
kept  at  the  mines.  It  might  be  an  advan- 
tage to  let  things  go  for  a little  while, 
since,  with  such  improvements,  they  could 
be  speeded  up  later.” 

I he  Dark  Man  looked  very  solemn  for 
a moment,  until  suddenly  a startling  grin 
cracked  his  face.  “You  know,”  he  ex- 
claimed, “I  believe  you  have  something 
there!  As  a matter  of  fact,  I’ve  had  that 
very  idea  some  time  ago,  but  I never 
could  find  a way  of  putting  it  into  opera- 
tion. If  I send  all  the  ‘greenies’  direct  to 
you,  I might  take  some  sort  of  a real  vaca- 
tion. All  right,  I’ll  do  it !”  He  suddenly 
grew  stern.  “But  mind  you,  if  you  fail, 
or  try  to  put  anything  over,  I wouldn’t  give 
a lead  nickel  for  your  chances ! Even  so, 
if  you  weren’t  something  of  a ‘pet  project’ 
of  mine,  I wouldn’t  let  you  even  speak  of 
such  a thing,  much  less  let  you  go  through 
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and  I’ll  go  on  my  vacation.  I'll  instruct 
A1  to  give  you  free  rein,  and  everything 
will  be  happy — maybe — until  I get  back. 
Good  luck !” 

Carew  was  as  astounded  by  this  sudden 
acceptance  of  bis  plan  as  he  had  been  after 
his  first  meeting  with  the  Dark  Man.  Evi- 
dently, the  fellow’s  enthusiasm  made  him 
very  precipitous  in  his  decisions.  But,  full 
of  the  realization  of  his  new  responsibility, 
he  had  little  time  for  such  meditation. 
************* 

The  six  weeks  had  flown  by  with 
astounding  rapidity.  His  time  had  been 
so  filled  with  the  supervision  of  construc- 
tion and  engineering  that  he  had  hardly 
realized  the  passing  of  time.  He  had 
slightly  underestimated  this  element,  and 
had  had  to  work  things  with  breakneck 
rapidity.  The  thing  that  had  slowed  him 
up  was  the  obtaining  of  raw  materials,  and 
the  preparation  of  them.  But  now,  every- 
thing was  ready,  and  yet  he  approached 
the  office  with  strange  misgivings  and  a 
beating  heart. 

“Well,  as  far  as  I can  see,  you’ve  made 
good  use  of  your  opportunity,”  the  Dark 
Man  greeted  him. 

“I  did  my  best,”  said  Carew  modestly, 
“but  there’s  just  this  little  matter  to 
straighten  out.”  Forthwith,  he  laid  a long 
sheet  of  paper  on  the  battered  desk. 

The  Dark  Man  picked  it  up,  read  it  to 
himself  with  a puzzled  frown. 

“For  services  rendered : Lester  Carew, 
the  sum  of  $15,000  (fifteen  thousand 
dollars)  to  be  applied  to  debt  of  the  same 
of  January  1,  1930. 

Including : 

Iron  and  steel  works,  for  various  neces- 
sities that  may  arise. 

Pneumatic  power  facilities  for  produc- 
tion coal  mining. 

with  it.  Well,  you  can  start  in  tomorrow, 


Conveyor  belt,  Pike’s  Peak  to  Bald 
Knob. 

Coke  smelting  works  on  Bald  Knob,  for 
gas  works  and  to  eliminate  undesirable 
smoke  and  fumes  in  Smoky  City. 

New  metal  chute,  Bald  Knob  to  Smoky 
City. 

Oil  wells  in  the  valley  between  the 
ridges. 

Power  dam  construction  in  the  Styx, 
with  included  turbines,  dynamos,  etc. 

New,  electrically  operated,  automatic 
main  gate. 

Construction  of  new  brick  administra- 
tion building,  including  sundry  modern 
conveniences,  now  in  entirety  ready  for 
occupancy.” 

The  Dark  Man  put  the  paper  down,  still 
wearing  the  puzzled  expression.  Carew 
hurried  to  get  the  first  word  in. 

“On  the  back  you  will  find  a list  of 
men  who  will  act  as  a maintenance  staff. 
If  you’ll  come  with  me,  I’ll  show  you  the 
new  building  and  the  other  things.” 

The  Dark  Man,  now  with  a queer  half- 
smile, said  nothing,  but  accompanied  his 
guide  outside,  up  a long  cement  walk,  and 
into  an  imposing  edifice,  replete  with  mod- 
ern design  and  architecture.  Not  until  he 
had  seated  himself  at  the  large  desk  inside 
the  sumptuous  office  did  he  say. 

“I  think  that  you  have  really  earned 
your  release.  If  you  care  to  leave  now,  A1 
is  probably  capable  of  showing  me  around. 
I’m  really  sorry  to  lose  you.  Will  you 
shake  with  me?” 

Carew  did  so,  and  after  a last  “Good- 
bye” went  out  the  door  and  down  the  walk. 
Before  he  had  quite  reached  the  wall,  the 
Dark  Man  turned  to  a panel  covered  with 
labelled  buttons,  and  pushed  one ; the 
gates  opened  of  themselves.  And  after 
his  “visitor”  walked  through,  he  pressed 
another  ; through  the  window,  he  saw  that 
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\Ye  wind  up  a year  with  the  Exchange 
Column,  suddenly  realizing  that  it  has 
been  different,  for  the  most  part,  from 
that  of  other  schools.  Interesting  selec- 
tions from  various  magazines  and  papers 
have  been  printed,  rather  than  criticized, 
so  that  the  reader  might  form  his  own 
opinions.  . . . 

“Huskings”,  the  “ Northeastern  News” 
humor  column,  again  supplies  us  with  one 
of  those  strange  exam  answers  ! 

A freshman  turned  in  the  following  in- 
formal description  of  a cow  in  an  English 
class  (the  freshman  was  there,  not  the 
cow)  : 

A cow  is  a quadruped  possessing  a uni- 
que structure  similar  to  an  automobile 
crankcase.  This  crankcase  is  located  pos- 
teriorly and  is  fitted  with  four  faucets, 
only  two  of  which  are  serviceable  at  one 
time. 

The  cow  is  fitted  with  two  horns,  also, 
and  two  rather  bulging  eyes.  These  eyes 
are  of  a remarkably  soulful  type.  So,  too, 
is  the  bellow,  commonly  termed  a 
“Moooo,”  which  the  creature  emits  when 
it  is  time  for  a crankcase  draining. 

The  bovine  has  a tail  which  is  a longish, 
rope-like  affair  that  is  somewhat  frayed  at 
the  end.  Theoretically  this  is  used  to 
swish  flies,  but  actually  it  is  used  to  upset 
milkers. 

A cow  is  the  most  docile  creature  in  the 
barnyard,  but  she  is  dumb  beyond  expres- 
sion : hopelessly,  helplessly,  woefully, 
pitifully  dumb. 

We  quote  part  of  the  poem,  “The 
Battle”  by  William  E.  Brennan,  which  is 
excellently  written  and  replete  with  im- 


agery, appearing  in  the  Regis  High  School 
“Regis”  of  New  York  City. 

’T was  night ; and  ’neath  the  sullen  skv 

The  restless  sea  did  flail 
The  graying  shore  ; there  rose  the  cry 

Of  the  wind  in  a death-like  wail. 

And  followed  close  the  deaf-ning  sound 

Of  the  hammer  great  of  Thor, 

The  foam-flecked  waves  did  leap  and 
bound 

At  each  new  thund’rous  roar. 

Then  streaked  and  splashed  and  cut  and 
slashed 

A hand  of  yellow  lightning, 

It  flickered  ’cross  the  sky  and  crashed 

On  high,  with  a bellow  fright’ning. 

The  Roxbury  Memorial  High  School 
for  Girls  “Enterprise”  explains  how  a stu- 
dent, without  much  effort,  can  he  ideal. 

A good  student — 

Takes  criticism  kindly. 

Never  is  crabby. 

Has  a sense  of  humor. 

Is  endowed  with  average  brain  power. 

Is  honest:  to  himself,  to  the  school,  to 
others.  (The  himseH  is  our  change.) 

Is  efficient. 

Has  initiative. 

Is  neat  in  appearance,  yet  is  not  expen- 
sively or  inappropriately  dressed. 

Respects  the  rights  of  others. 

Co-operates  in  every  desirable  way. 

We  gratefully  thank  the  following 
schools  for  sending  their  publications. 
THE  INDEPENDENCE 
Kingston  High  School 
Kingston,  Mass. 

THE  BOSTONIAN 

Roxbury  Memorial  High  School  (Boys) 

Boston,  Mass. 
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THE  TRADESMAN 
High  School  of  Commerce 
Boston,  Mass. 

THE  NORTH  STAR 
Wichita  High  School  North 
Wichita,  Kansas. 

THE  TATLER 
Boys’  High  School 
Atlanta,  Georgia. 

THE  DURFEE  HILLTOP 
Durfee  High  School 
Fall  River,  Mass. 


THE  JABBERWOCK 
Girls’  Latin  School 
Boston,  Mass. 

THE  RECORD 
English  High  School 
Boston,  Mass. 

THE  ITEM 

Dorchester  High  School  for  Girls 
Dorchester.  Mass. 

THE  ARTISAN 
Mechanic  Arts  High  School 
Boston,  Mass. 

M.  W.  H. 


GO] 


NOT] 


This  column  has  it  on  the  best  possible 
authority  that  only  800  will  be  fortunate 
enough  to  matriculate  at  Harvard  this 
year ; and  the  mark  necessary  for  consid- 
eration has  been  stepped  to  80%.  Judge 
for  yourselves,  boys,  whether  the  news  is 
good  or  bad. 

* * * * * * * 

Well — to  advance  to  more  pleasant 

topics — prize  drill  is  over.  And  Room 
306  claims  an  all-time  record.  Of  four 
captains  in  the  room,  three  are  colonels 
and  one  a major,  first  battalion.  Quite  a 
record  for  future  generations  to  shoot  at ! 
* * * * * 

An  apology  to  Mover : With  all  due 
penance  we  admit  that  cigars  (of  ques- 
tionable quality)  were  supplied  at  the 
Class  Banquet.  The  affair  was  a “howl- 
arious”  success.  Only  one  complaint  was 
registered.  Paul  Levine  was  so  cold  that 
he  built  himself  a “bun-fire”.  As  a result, 
there  was  a shortage  of  rolls.  And  Mover 
is  still  being  hounded  with  demands  that 
he  produce  the  croutons  which  were 
mysteriously  lacking. 

*****  * * 

Clarence  Morehouse,  B.  L.  S.  ’35  and 
now  a Tufts  junior,  has  recently  been 
elected  Treasurer  of  his  fraternity,  Alpha 
Kappa  Pi.  He  is  manager  of  the  college 
wrestling  team. 


Fred  Bloom,  B.  L.  S.  ’36,  has  been 
elected  director  of  the  publicity  committee 
of  the  Liberal  Club  at  Brown.  The  or- 
ganization is  a student  political  discussion 
group. 

******* 

Our  worthy  Editor,  his  eyes  sharpened 
by  months  of  proof-reading,  reports  that 
the  College  Board  is  definitely  slipping. 
A typographical  error  on  the  “exam” 
schedule  reads  “Mathematics  C — Plane 
Geometry — 3 yours.”  (Do  they  mean 
“hours”  or  “years”?)  Such  trivia  denote 
the  beginning  of  the  end. 

******* 

Of  course,  you  have  heard  this  old  gag, 
but  it  really  happened  this  month.  Mr. 
Shea,  feverishly  demonstrating  an  optical 
diagram,  actually  ran  off  the  board  onto 
the  wall.  We  suggest  that  the  School 
Committee  furnish  blackboards  that  run 
all  the  way  up  to  the  ceiling.  This,  be- 
sides being  an  aid  to  Mr.  Shea,  would  also 
be  a boon  to  such  “ceiling-scrapers”  as 
Hayes  and  “Red”  Bowen. 

*****'** 

This  just  about  winds  up  my  career  as 
a columnist  at  B.  L.  S.  I wish  to  acknowl- 
edge my  deep  gratitude  to  Mr.  Marson, 
and  to  Robert  Levine,  who  collaborated 
with  me  on  the  first  few  columns. 

David  J.  Maness,  ’38 
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RAMBLINGS  OF  THE  REGISTER’S  RAVING  REPORTER 


April  7:  Yours  truly  saw  Hamlet  to- 
day, and  we  must  say  it  was  very  well 
played.  Among  other  things  we  did  find 
out  what  the  well-dressed  ghost  should 
wear. 

April  8 : Burlando,  in  a statement  to 
the  R.  R.  R.,  formally  denies  that  he  is 
the  “oldest  inhabitant.”  Cameron  entered 
in  the  same  year — Yea,  Burlando. 

April  1 1 : Went  up  to  the  Hall  today  to 
practice  the  Class  song.  It’s  a cross  be- 
tween “Way  Down  Upon  the  Swanee 
River,”  “Home,  Sweet  Home,”  and  “Hold 
That  Tiger.” 

April  12:  Assembly  of  the  upper 
classes. 

April  13 : Meeting  of  the  budding 
Raphaels  ; in  other  words,  the  Art  Club — 
So  what  ? 

April  14:  Class  Day  today.  Some 
Class  IV  brat  sneaked  into  the  Hall  with 
the  Seniors.  He  remained  there  unsus- 
pected until  the  singing  of  the  Class  song. 

April  15- April  25  : In  honor  of  this 
week  we  revive  a quotation  of  a former 
Staff  Poet,  Dr.  Osai  Kanusee : 

“It  very  nice, 

Be  plenty  sleep. 

Vacation  is 

Most  rapture  week.” 


April  26:  Now  its  the  Glee  Club  heck- 
ling us  to  come  and  see  “Pirates  of 
Penzance.” 

April  27  : Luckily  for  the  photographer, 
the  group  picture  of  the  Register  staff 
was  “rained  out.”  Seller,  the  mad 
photographer,  took  advantage  of  other 
groups  posed  by  an  expert  photographer. 

April  28 : We  went  down  to  Mr.  God- 
frey and  asked  if  he  would  raise  our  his- 
tory mark  to  a double  figure.  “Don’t  be 
a yahoo,”  said  he.  We  left,  crushed. 

April  29 : Arbor  Day : We  have  an 
astounding  statement  to  make : — There 
will  be  no  Assembly  Tuesday. 

May  1 : Sunday.  No  school. 

May  2:  Our  laundry  man  has  just  in- 
formed us  that  we  shall  have  to  dispense 
with  his  services  for  a time,  since  he  is 
going  home  to  the  “old  country”  to  help 
ward  off  the  attacks  of  the  Japanese.  So 
if  you  notice  any  errors,  its  because  we 
can’t  find  any  clean  cuffs  to  write  notes  on. 

May  3 : It  has  been  announced  that  we 
shall  not  be  required  to  attend  school  after 
June  23. 

May  4:  Like  to  travel?  Mr.  Dunn  has 
all  information  on  how  to  see  the  world 
free.  How?  Join  the  Navy. 

May  5 : Bon  mot  by  Mr.  Gordon : 
“Things  have  reached  the  stage  when 
banks  should  have  special  doors  for 
patrons,  so  that  they  can  come  in  without 
interrupting  the  busy  bandits.” 

May  6 : Prize  drill — Rain  as  usual. 
Top  honors  were  taken  by  Kilroy,  Winn, 
Rowen,  and  Wolf.  The  bandsmen  who 
had  won  prizes  in  individual  competition 
were  awarded  certificates  by  Mr.  Powers. 
MacLaughlin  was  master  of  ceremonies. 
“Al”  Cohen,  not  “Blondie,”  wants  it 
understood  that  he’s  been  made  a Major. 

May  10 : Report  cards  came  out — ’Nuff 
said. 

May  11:  Amid  groans  and  fluttering 
moths,  the  final  quarter  for  the  Register 
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T.  A.  P. 


D.  B. 


A.  E.  H. 


was  paid. 

May  12  : Last  Register  deadline. 

All  right,  students,  readers  of  the 
R.  R.  R.;  we  are  now  revealing  the  iden- 
tity of  that  slaphappy  trio  which  has  been 
writing  this  column  for  the  past  year. 
IVlii'e  they  arc  saying  their  last  words  zee 
might  as  u'cll  remind  you  that  the  guns 
and  sabres  are  in  the  main  room. 

Thanks  to  Mr.  Marson  for  saving  our 
skins  so  many  times  with  that  blue  pen- 
cil. 

Thanks  to  the  teachers  who  let  our  bor- 
derline cracks  slide  by — or  maybe  they 
don’t  read  the  R.  R.  R. 


Thanks  to  that  Sixth  Classman  who 
laughed  at  the  joke  in  the  middle  of  the 
right-hand  column  of  the  third  issue  of 
the  R.  R.  R. 

Thanks  to  our  classmates  who  supplied 
us  with  so  many  second-hand  jibes  or 
jests. 

And,  finally,  don’t  we  deserve  a vote 
of  thanks  for  working  our  brains  to  a 
frazzle?.  Come  on,  folks,  give  us  a big 
hand. 

Bang ! Bang  ! ! Bang  ! ! ! 

D.  Balaban,  ’38 
A.  Hayes,  ’38 
T.  A.  Pursley,  ’39 
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Definitions : Economy  is  how  to  spend 
money  without  getting  any  fun  out  of  it. 
Dieting  is  the  triumph  of  mind  over  plat- 
ter. (“Readers’  Digest”) 


“My  cousin  is  living  in  Barcelona,  and 
he  writes  he’s  very  happy.” 

“Happy  to  be  living  in  Barcelona?” 
“No,  happy  to  be  living.” 


We  have  just  heard  of  a B.  L.  S.  gradu- 
ate who  started  life  as  a penniless  youth, 
but  has  now,  at  the  age  of  50,  retired  with 
$140,000.  This  was  amassed  through  in- 
dustry, learning,  economy,  courageous 
perseverence,  continual  effort,  and  the 
death  of  an  uncle  who  left  him  $139,980. 


Billy : “How  come  the  new  baby  up  at 
your  house  cries  so  much?” 

Tommy:  “Say,  if  all  your  teeth  were 
out,  your  hair  all  gone,  and  your  legs  so 
weak  you  couldn’t  stand  on  ’em,  I guess 
you’d  sort  of  feel  like  crying  too.” 


“Did  he  give  his  oral  composition  in 
flowery  language  ?” 

“He  started  to,  but  the  teacher  nipped 
it  in  the  bud.” 


Tourist  (back  from  vacation)  : “I 
drove  6,000  miles  in  two  weeks.” 

Caller : “But  how  could  you  get  any 
idea  of  the  country  if  you  were  going  so 
fast?” 

Tourist : “Oh,  I bought  a lot  of  picture 


post  cards  wherever  I stopped.” 


The  Girl : “I  wonder  why  the)'  call  it 
free  verse?” 

The  Poet : “Have  you  ever  tried  to  sell 
any  ?” 


After  a hard  fought  battle,  the  senior 
finally  finished  his  “exam,”  and  then  at 
the  end  he  wrote : “Dear  Teacher : If  you 
sell  any  of  my  answers  to  Fred  Allen,  I 
expect  you  to  split  50-50  with  me.” 


“Have  you  ever  heard  anything  so  mar- 
vellous ?”  called  Sister,  as  the  t radio 
ground  out  the  last  notes  of  the  latest 
swing  song. 

“No,”  answered  Pa ; “I  can’t  say  that  I 
have,  although  I once  heard  a collision 
between  a truck  load  of  empty  milk  cans 
and  a freight-car  filled  with  wild  ducks.” 


Dick : “Do  you  know  the  difference  be- 
tween a taxi  and  a bus  ?” 

Girl  Friend : “No.” 

Dick : “Gee  ! that’s  swell ; let’s  take  the 
bus.” 


The  restaurant  advertised  rapid  service, 
but  didn’t  give  it.  A patron  gave  an 
order,  waited  patiently  and  fell  asleep. 
He  awoke  to  hear  the  waitress’  voice  ask- 
ing: “Did  you  order  this  sundae?” 

THIRTEEN— Register 

“Good  heavens !”  exclaimed  the  cus- 
tomer in  dismay,  “what  day’s  this?” 
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Ho,  hum ! Spring  is  in  the  air  and  are 
we  lazy ! ! Well — news  will  out.  Who’s 
been  whispering  around  that  Latin  was 
defeated  by  Jamaica  Plain  in  a game 
which  showed  little  else  but  the  presence 
of  a certain  lad  named  Mannekofsky? 
“Syd”  pitched  a fine  game  against  J.  P., 
and  it  was  a tough  game  for  him  to  lose. 
. . . Wah,  hoo ! B.  L.  S.  got  even  with 
cocky  little  Roslindale  by  turning  back 
the  suburbanites  to  the  tune  of  12-11,  thus 
getting  sweet  revenge  for  last  year’s  8-7 
loss.  ...  At  last  we  who  suffer  the  mis- 
fortune to  dwell  in  Rossie  can  walk  along 
the  streets  without  first  buttoning  up  our 
coats  around  our  necks  and  wearing  dark 
glasses  to  conceal  our  Latin  Schoolish 
countenances.  . . . Where  was  “Joe”  Crow- 
ley trying  to  heave  that  pellet  in  the  first 
inning?  The  girls  playing  tennis  on  the 
hill  watched  “Joe”  closely  thereafter.  (No, 
they  didn’t  think  he  was  handsome ; they 
merely  valued  their  precious  lives).  . . . 
Ask  “Jim”  Connolly  who  his  most  enthus- 
iastic rooter  is.  . . . This  mysterious  lad 
(lass?)  has  watched  every  Latin  game 
thus  far  and  has  done  nothing  but  ask  why 
James  J.  wasn’t  playing  every  minute.  . . . 
Such  is  fame !!!...  We  seem  to  have  the 
pitching  strength  in  one  game,  the  hitting 


in  another,  and  the  fielding  in  a third,  but 
never  do  they  all  seem  to  be  present  at  the 
same  time.  When  and  if  the  day  ever 
comes  when  all  appear  in  the  same  game, 
it  will  be  bad  news  to  our  unfortunate 
opponents.  ...  A Latin  “alumnus”  was 
pitching  to  the  boys  during  batting  prac- 
tice before  the  B.  C.  High  game.  He  was 
none  other  than  “Bob”  Moore,  Ex-Latin 
footballer.  . . . That  Groton  game  was  a 
sight  for  those  who  saw  it.  As  a baseball 
game,  it  was  a good  rugby  match,  with 
plenty  of  boots.  . . . “Annie”  Rooney  is 
shaping  up  very  well  around  the  hot  cor- 
ner. When  he  hits  that  ball,  he  sends  it 
places, *too  ! . . . Why  is  young  Finneran  so 
popular  after  practice?  . . . After  viewing 
the  fielding  of  this  year’s  team  as  com- 
pared with  some  of  recent  years,  one  won- 
ders what  the  trouble  is.  . . . Commerce — 
8,  Latin — 4,  and  our  neighbors  finally  have 
something  to  crow  about.  Well,  let  ’em 
rave ; they’ve  waited  long  enough  for  the 
opportunity.  . . . “Lou”  Clement  seems  to 
liven  up  that  infield  a bit  since  his  appear- 
ance in  uniform.  . . . By  the  way,  don’t 
forget  that  Latin  School  has  a tennis  team 
which  is  managed  by  “Hank”  Wolf  and 
captained  by  “Ray”  Nasher.  Aronson, 
Lerman,  and  Lawson  are  the  veterans, 
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and  Mr.  Aaron  Gordon  is  the  faculty 
coach.  This  team  opened  its  season  by 
suffering  a setback  at  the  hands  of  Brook- 
line High,  but  this  loss  can  be  understood 
when  we  realize  what  a powerful  team 
Brookline  always  has.  . . . The  Roxbury 
Latin  tilt  was  rained  out  when  B.  L.  S. 
had  a good  lead.  . . . The  Milton  match 
was  postponed,  and  Winchester  took  a 
fall  out  of  the  B.  L.  S.  team  on  May  13 
(no  wonder).  . . . Tournaments  are  yet 
to  be  played  with  Tufts  Freshmen  and 
Boston  English  and  matches  with  Lynn 
English,  Winthrop  and  Belmont  are  on 
the  first. 

Edivard  F . Kilroy,  ’38 


OUTDOOR  TRACK 

After  several  calls,  nine  boys  appeared 
for  outdoor  track  practice.  The  other 
boys  were  presumably  too  much  occupied 
either  with  studying  for  the  approaching 
College  Boards  or  with  playing  baseball. 
In  spite  of  the  small  number,  the  team 
hopes  to  have  a few  representatives  in  the 
finals  of  the  outdoor  Regimental  meet. 
The  fellows  who  showed  up  were  Harry 
Keefe,  Leo  Frank,  “Charlie”  Arnstein, 
Neyhus,  “Ronnie”  Cameron,  “Bill”  Riley, 
“Ed”  Rowen,  and  Glaser. 

The  outdoor  events  are  similar  to  the 
indoor  events,  except  that  there  is  no 
relay.  The  events  include  the  following: 
Class  A — 50-yard  hurdles,  100-yard  dash, 
220-yard  run,  440-yard  run,  880-yard  run, 
a running  high  jump,  a running  broad 
jump,  and  a twelve-pound  shot  put ; Class 
B — the  same  as  Class  A,  with  an  eight- 
pound  shot  being  substituted  for  the 
twelve-pounder ; Class  C — 50-yard  hurdle, 
75-yard  dash,  110-yard  run,  220-yard  run, 
running  high  jump,  running  broad  jump, 
and  an  eight-pound  shotput ; and  in  Class 
D — 50-yard  hurdles,  50-yard  dash,  1 10- 
yard  run,  running  high  jump,  running 


broad  jump,  and  five-pound  shotput. 

Latin  School  has  always  done  well  not 
only  in  producing  many  winners,  but  in 
breaking  records : In  Class  C,  Stanley 
Rosenfield  won  the  110-yard  run  in  1935, 
his  time  being  12  seconds.  John  Thomp- 
son won  the  220-yard  Class  C run  in  1934, 
the  winning  time  being  23  1-5  seconds.  We 
also  hold  two  records  in  Class  D : Stanley 
Vernon  jumping  5 feet  2 1-2  inches  in  the 
running  high  jump  event  in  1935,  and 
Paul  W exler  putting  the  5-pound  shot  63 
feet  3 3-4  inches  in  1935.  Latin  School 
also  has  the  honor  of  being  indirectly  re- 
sponsible for  two  more  shotput  records, 
made  by  the  same  gentleman,  in  Classes 
C and  B,  the  former  record  being  54  feet 
7 1-2  inches,  and  the  latter  being  60  feet 
7 inches— -both  puts  being  made  with  the 
eight -pound  shot. 

As  is  customary,  a plea  is  hereby  made 
for  future  outdoor  track  teams.  Coach 
Fitzgerald  would  like,  next  year,  and  in 
the  following  years,  to  have  a worthy  rep- 
resentative from  Latin  School  enter  the 
Regimental  meet.  Letters  are  awarded  to 
any  and  all  boys  who  place  in  this  meet. 
Track,  moreover,  is  a sport  which  gives 
many  boys  who  would  otherwise  get  little 
opportunity  in  athletics  a chance  to  do 
their  bit  for  B.  L.  S. 

Paid  R.  Levine  ’38 


BASEBALL 

Jamaica  -1 — Latin  3 

The  Latin  School  baseball  team  opened 
its  season  by  going  down  to  a heart-rend- 
ing defeat  at  the  hands  of  Jamaica  Plain 
High  School.  The  game  was  a pitcher’s 
duel  all  the  way,  with  both  teams  batting 
out  only  seven  hits  apiece.  Jamaica  scored 
early  in  the  contest  on  a hit  and  two 
errors,  two  runners  crossing  the  plate. 
Latin’s  pitcher  Manekofsky  bore  down 
from  then  on,  however,  keeping  the  hits 
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scattered,  and  only  two  more  runs  were 
scored  for  J.  P.  Latin  scored  its  first  run 
by  taking  advantage  of  two  walks  in  the 
fifth  frame,  which  pushed  Joe  Crowley 
across  the  platter.  Two  more  runs  came 
in  the  fifth  as  a result  of  three  clean 
bingles  by  Dempsey,  Goldenberg,  and 
Manekofsky.  There  was  no  slugging 
throughout  the  entire  game,  and  Latin’s 
Sullivan  banged  out  the  only  extra-base 
hit,  a double  in  the  second  inning ; but  he 
was  left  stranded  on  the  keystone  sack. 
T.  P.  scored  the  winning  run  in  the  last 
inning,  when  a pinch-hitter  singled  to 
drive  Brennan  across  for  the  ball  game. 

The  Latin  lineup:  c.f.  Crowley,  2b. 
Dempsey,  l.f.  Higgins,  c.  Goldenberg,  lb. 
Smith,  r.f.  Martin,  s.s.  Sullivan,  3b  Mc- 
Avoy.  p.  Manekofsky. 

E.  R.  B. 

Latin  21 — Groton  8 

On  April  27.  Boston  Latin  journeyed 
to  Groton  to  pound  out  an  overwhelming 
victory  over  the  private  school  boys. 
“Jim”  Connolly,  the  B.  L.  S.  pitcher,  held 
the  Grotonites  to  six  hits,  well  spread  out. 
His  pitching  was  superb:  he  fanned 
twelve  batters  and  only  one  of  the  oppos- 
ing nine’s  eight  runs  was  earned.  The 
Latin  fielding  was  sloppy  in  the  first  inn- 
ing, four  errors  going  on  the  records,  and 
Groton  scored  three  runs.  However, 
from  then  on,  in  every  round  but  the 
fourth,  which  was  a tie,  it  was  all  Purple. 
Radley,  Smith,  and  Crowley  whacked  out 
three  hits  each  and  scored  nine  runs 
among  themselves,  enough  to  win  the  ball 
game.  The  rest  of  the  team  showed  batt- 
ing power  far  superior  to  that  of  the  week 
before.  Mr.  Fitzgerald  tried  “Tom” 
Higgins  out  behind  the  plate  in  the  closing 
frames,  and  “Tom”  won  himself  a new 
job  by  catching  a would-be  base-stealer  at 


second  by  no  less  than  five  feet. 

The  lineup  : L.F. — Riley,  3B,  S.S. — 
Rooney,  3B — McAvoy,  C.F.,  C. — Hig- 
gins, C.F.,  P„  L.F.,  3B,  S.S.— Radley, 
C.F.,  3B.  2B — Smith,  R.F. — Crowley, 
L.F.,  S.S.  — Grainger,  S.S.  — Sullivan, 
C.,  C.F.  — Goldenberg,  P.,  C.F.,  2B  — 
Connolly. 

E.  R.  B. 

Latin  6 — B.  C.  High  5 
Taking  full  advantage  of  four  lone  hits, 
two  of  which  were  made  by  Pitcher  “Red” 
Radley,  Latin  emerged  the  victor  after  a 
close  contest  with  B.  C.  High.  Three 
B.  C.  errors  filled  the  bases  with  Purple 
in  the  second  inning,  when  Radley  came 
to  bat  and  cleared  the  sacks  with  a screech- 
ing triple  to  account  for  three  runs. 

B.  L.  S.  scored  again  in  the  seventh  as  a 
result  of  Manekofsky’s  two-run  single. 
John  Sullivan  came  to  bat  in  the  last  of 
the  ninth  with  two  out,  and  a man  on 
second  and  drove  in  “Bill”  Riley  with  a 
game-winning  drive  to  center.  B.  C. 
scored  in  the  first,  second,  fourth,  and 
fifth  innings  to  total  five  runs. 

The  B.  L.  S.  lineup : L.F. — Martin, 

C. F.  — Riley,  S.S.  — Clement,  R.F.  — 
Manekofsky,  2B — Sullivan,  3B — Rooney, 
P — Dobbyn,  IB — Goldenberg,  C — Hig- 
gins, l.B,  P — Radlev. 

E.  R.  B. 

Latin  12 — Roslindale  11 
B.  L.  S.  remained  in  the  win  column  by 
defeating  Roslindale  on  April  29,  by  the 
narrowest  margin  possible.  The  scoring 
was  heavy  all  the  way,  and  the  two  teams 
came  into  the  stretch  neck  and  neck.  In 
the  final  stanza.  Sullivan,  with  his  second 
hit  of  the  day,  drove  in  “Goldy”  Golden- 
berg with  the  winning  run.  The  “flying 
red  horse,”  “Bob”  Radley,  pitched  a beau- 
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tiful  game,  striking  out  seven  men,  and 
rapped  out  two  singles  himself  for  good 
measure.  Roslindale  garnered  only  six 
hits  to  Latin’s  dozen.  Higgins  proved  his 
worth  behind  the  plate  and  contributed 
offensively  by  laying  down  a sacrifice  bunt 
and  getting  a single  and  double  besides. 
The  slugging  qualities  made  manifest  in 
Groton  were  still  in  evidence,  despite 
sterner  opposition  from  the  opposing 
hurlers. 

The  lineup : 2B — McAvoy,  C.F. — 
Riley,  C. — Higgins,  IB — Smith,  R.F. — 
Crowley,  C.F.,  L.F. — Connolly,  L.F. — 
Goldenberg,  S.S. — Sullivan,  3B — Rooney, 
P.— Radley. 

E.  R.  B. 


Harvard  (’41)  7 — -Latin  4 
The  dauntless  Latinites  marched  over 
to  Soldiers’  Field  on  the  fourth  of  May 


only  to  receive  a defeat  from  the  Crimson 
Yearlings.  There  seemed  to  be  a group 
of  traitors  present  in  the  game,  with  the 
lovable  visages  of  Fred  Keyes,  “Bud” 
Helinan,  and  “Red”  Tully  adorning  short- 
stop, third  base,  and  first  base,  respec- 
tively, for  Harvard.  The  Crimson’s  vic- 
tory was  decisive  enough,  but  Latin  was 
every  minute  on  its  toes  to  take  advantage 
of  every  opportunity  available.  B.  L.  S. 
scored  three  runs  in  the  fifth,  after  two 
walks,  an  error,  and  singles  by  both  Smith 
and  Manekofsky.  The  final  Purple  tally 
came  when  Rooney’s  double  drove  “Joe” 
Crowley  home  in  the  eighth.  Harvard 
scored  in  the  first,  third,  fourth,  fifth,  and 
eighth  innings. 

The  lineup  for  Latin:  C.F. — Riley,  2B 
— McAvoy,  IB  — Smith,  C.  — Higgins, 
R.F.  — Manekofsky,  C.F.,  3B  — Radley, 
3B  — Crowley,  L.F.  — Grainger,  3B  — 
Rooney,  S.S.  — Sullivan,  3B  — Dobbyn, 
3B — Dempsey,  P — Foley. 

E.  R.  B. 
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NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

BOSTON,  MASSACHUSETTS 

Pre-legal  Programs 

Applicants  for  the  Massachusetts  Bar  examinations  must  have 
completed  one=half  of  a regular  college  course  before  registering  in 
a school  of  law. 

Persons  qualified  for  admission  may  pursue  pre=legal  programs 
in  Northeastern  University.  The  day  program  is  restricted  to  men; 
the  evening  program  is  available  to  both  men  and  women.  These 
programs  prepare  for  admission  to  either  the  Day  or  Evening  School 
of  Law  of  Northeastern  University. 

Applications  for  admission  are  now  being  received 

Catalogs  sent  upon  request.  Use  the  coupon  below. 


Please  send  me  a catalog  including  the 

Chprk  hpre  □ evening  pre-legal  program 
cneck  nere  ^ day  pre=|ega,  program 


Name 

Address 


WHAT  IS  NEXT? 


Would  Secretarial  Courses  for  either  men  or  women, 
Business  Administration,  Mechanical  Accounting, 
Stenographic,  General  Business,  Special  or 
Finishing  Courses  help  you? 

No  previous  training  necessary 

Boston  Latin  High  School  diploma  only  entrance  requirement 
Free  p'acement  service  for  graduates 

BRYANT  & STRATTON 

COMMERCIAL  SCHOOL 

334  Boylston  Street,  BOSTON 

at  the  “ARLINGTON”  subway  station  Telephone  KENmore  6789 


Please  mention  The  Register 
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Warren  Kay  Vantine 

Studios 


& 

OFFICIAL  PHOTOGRAPHER  FOR 
CLASS  OF  1938 

160  Boylston  Street 
Boston,  Mass. 


Please  mention  The  Register 


30  LATIN  SCHOOL  REGISTER 


Please  mention  The  Register 
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THE 

JAMAICA  PRESS 

J.  B.  KAVANAUGH 
Proprietor 


Printing 

Engraving 

Binding 


753  Centre  Street 
Jamaica  Plain 

JAMaica  1661 


RAYMOND’S 

’Trrtnrtrtrtnnnnnnr^^ 

Boston 

HIGH  SCHOOL 
UNIFORMS 

Breeches 

Badges 

Leggings 

Letters 

Cap,  Coat 

Made  to  BOSTON  SCHOOL 
BOARD  SPECIFICATIONS 

Big  Fellers'  Department 
Second  Floor 


Paper>o^34£zzx 


150  High  Street,  corner  Oliver  St. 

Mimeograph 

Bonds 

Ledgers 

Envelopes 

Paper  Specialties 

TELEPHONE  HANCOCK  7433 


Please  mention  The  Register 
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Smart  High  School  Men 
Naturally  Turn  to  Kennedy’s 
Under-Grad  Shop  for  Their  Clothes 

UNDER-GRAD  SUITS 
UNDER-GRAD  TOPCOATS 
REVERSIBLE  TOPCOATS 
UNDER-GRAD  SHIRTS 

And  a full  line  of  other  Under-Grad  Accessories 
UNDER-GRAD  SHOP  - 4th  FLOOR 

KENNEDY’S 

SUMMER  & HAWLEY 


Greetings  from 


Members  of  the  Gradu - 
ating  Class  planning  to 
attend  a local 
Day  College! 


Your 

Deerfoot  Farms 
Milkman 


Are  you  interested  in  a part  time 
job  which 

1 . Will  not  interfere  with  your  studies 

2.  Will  begin  during  your  senior 
year  at  high  school 

3.  Will  last  during  your  entire  col- 
lege course 

Apply  by  TELEPHONE  ONLY  during 
following  hours  only: 
Weekdays,  8.30 — 1.00;  2 — 5 
Saturday,  8.30 — 12.30 

Tal.  7490,  ask  for  MISS  GROSS 
ask  "for  appointment  for 
clerk’s  position.” 


Please  mention  The  Register 


MIDDLESEX  UNIVERSITY 


Middlesex  University,  chartered  by  the  Commonwealth  of  Massachu- 
setts, offers  professional  courses  in  medicine,  pharmacy,  podiatry,  and 
veterinary  medicine. 

Two-year  pre-medical,  one-year  pre-veterinary  and  4-year  courses 
leading  to  A.B.  and  B.S.  degrees  are  given  in  the  College  of  Arts  and 
Sciences. 

Faculty  of  specialists  for  each  school.  Laboratories  are  modern, 
completely  equipped.  Spacious  95-acre  campus. 

Choose  one  of  the  following  schools  for  thorough  professional  training: 
School  of  Medicine — Four-year  course  leading  to  M.D.  degree. 

School  of  Veterinary  Medicine — Confers  D.V.M.  degree  in  four  years. 
School  of  Podiatry  — Professional  three-year  course  in  Podiatry 
(Chiropody.) 

School  of  Pharmacy— Prepares  for  State  Board  examinations.  Com- 
prehensive two-year  course. 

Graduates  of  Public  Latin  School  admitted  without  examination. 
Write  for  catalog. 

MIDDLESEX  UNIVERSITY,  Waltham,  Mass. 


Wadsworth 


TELEPHONE  KIRKLAND  1013 
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251  Third  Street 
Cambridge,  Massachusetts 


Please  mention  The  Register 


NORTHEASTERN 

UNIVERSITY 


DAY  DIVISION 

CoKego'of  Liberal  Arts 
Offers  a broad  program  of  college  subjects  serving  as  a foundation  for  the  understanding 

chievement, 


The  purpose  of  this  program 
a vocational  competence  which 


of  modem  culture,  social  relations,  and  technical  a 
is  to  give  the  student  a liberal  and  cultural  education  and 
fits  him  to  enter  some  speclfia  type  of  useful  employment. 

College  of  Business  Administration 

Offers  a college  program  with  broad  and  thorough  training  in  the  principles  of  business 
with  specialization  in  Accounting,  Banking  and  Finance,  or  Business  Management. 
Instruction  is  through  lectures,  solution  of  busmens  problems,  class  discussions,  motion 
pictures  and  talks  by  business  men. 

College  of  Engineering 

Provides  complete  college  programs  In  Engineering  with  professional  courses  in  the  fields 
of  Civil,  Mechanical  (With  Diesel,  Aeronautical,  and  Aih  Conditioning  Options), 
Electrical,  Chemical,  Industrial  Engineering  and  Engineering  Administration. 
8tudents  select,  at  the  beginning  of  the  sophomore  year,  the  course  in  which  they  intend  to 
specialize. 

Co-operative  Plan 

The  Co-operative  Plan  provide!  for  a combination  of  practical  industrial  experience  with 
classroom  instruction.  Upperclassmen  earn  a portion  of  their  school  expenses  and  make 
business  contacts  which  prove  valuable  in  latsr  years) 


Bachelor  af  Arts 


Degrees  Awarded 


EVENING  DIVISION 

(Foa  Min  and  Woiun) 

Providing  complete  courses  of  university  grade  In  business  and  lav,  for  high  schoo I graduates 
vko  find  it  necsssary  to  work  during  the  day  but  teith  to  study  for  further  advancement 


School  of  Business 

Programs  in  Accounting.  Management, 
Law  and  Business,  and  in  Engineering  and 
Business,  under  instructors  actually  en- 
gaged in  the  fields  in  whioh  they  teach. 

73%  of  graduates  hold  executive  positions 
in  business.  Preparation  for  the  C.P.Aj 
examinations.  School  grants  B.  B.  A.  de- 
gree. Individual  courses  available  to 
special  students. 


School  of  Law 
Pro-Legal  Department 
Furnishes  to  high  school  graduates  a pro- 
gram of  studies  equivalent  to  the  two 
years  of  college  work  required  for  admis- 
sion to  the  study  of  Law. 

The  School  of  Law 

Prepares  for  the  bar  examination  and  for 
the  practice  of  law.  Case  method  of  in- 
struction. LL.B.  degree  oonferred. 


Graduates  of  boston  Public  Latin  School  may  be  admitted  without  examinations  if  grades 
are  satisfactory  to  the  Department  of  Admieeione 

Catalogs  or  further  Information  sent  upon  request 

NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

BOSTON,  MASSACHUSETTS 


Bachelor  of  Science 
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Please  mention  The  Register 


